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rates his social existence from the awful solitudes of the 
Alps. 

" As we descend the Jura, the scenery which charac- 
terises these shores differs materially, and presents itself 
in striking and mutual contrast. On the Savoy side ot 
the lake, it is bold, variegated, and abrupt: beetling cliffs 
overhang, and green promontories jut out into the lake. 
Terraced vineyards occupy the acclivities, and corn-fields 
the valleys and gentler slopes; while towns, hamlets, isolat- 
ed chateaux, and villas rise in white clusters along the shore, 
ot sprinkle the heights in picturesque and solitary beauty. 
Beyond these, vinyards and corn fields merge into green 
pastures ; the cheerful cottage is superseded by the chalet ; 
valleys are contracted into deep ravines ; orchards are suc- 
ceeded by ridges of dark pines, and everything demonstrates 
a new and less kindly region. Higher still, cataract and 
avalanche claim undisputed possession : man retires from 
the vain and ineffectual struggle, and the process of vege- 
tation is suspended. The chaos of the Alps commences, 
and numerous air/nilles, stationed like advanced outposts, 
lead in lofty succession to the sovereign Blanc, whose un- 
changeable aspect presents one of the boldest emblems 
of eternity which the material world can supply. The 
opposite, or Lausanne side, exhibits nothing of this sub- 
limity; but it offers every combination of the beautiful 
and picturesque, while at the same time, it is the granary, 
as well as the garden, of Switzerland. From the Jura 
to the Jake, though comprising a distance of only three 
leagues, it embraces every feature that the human eye 
delights to contemplate — a naturally favoured, fertile, and 
highly cultivated soil ; an appearance of universal cheer- 
fulness and comfort ; an industrious and healthful popu- 
lation, fully alive to the blessings "of independence, and 
indefatigable in every means best calculated to render 
such blessings permanent. 

" While we slowly continued our descent, the twilight 
met us from the east, and gave to the already enchanting 
picture that gorgeous finish, which has called forth the 
remarks of so many tourists, and excited the admiration 
of all. Travellers in these and other parts of Switzer- 
land are not unfrequently charged with enthusiasm, and 
with embellishing their scenes by drawing on the imagi- 
nation; but where is the imagination that could conjure 
up a scene fit to compete with that which now opened 
nponns? Here also, what so often implies incredulity 
or exaggeration, was literally true — every thing appeared 
a couleur de rose, 

MONT BI.ANC. 

"Over the heights above Lausanne, the clouds assumed 
what meteorologists term a cirro-cumulated form ; the 
extreme edges of which were richly tinted with bright 
gold, and faded in the circumference into deep 'crimson. 
From the bay of Morges, at the same instant, to the 
rocks at Meillerie, the bosom of the lake glowed like a 
topaz ; while every white sail crossing the magic circle, 
assumed the same bright livery, tiil.it glided away to the 
eastward, where the water retained the deep sapphire 
tint. Looking back on the extreme ridge of the Jura, 
it appeared to rest on a sky of fire ; while the light 
which now penetrated its recesses, was a new and amus- 
ing phenomenon, and played and flashed through its pines 
in a thousand fantastic coruscations. 

"In. sympathy with these, and as the rich saffron faded 
gradually from the lake, the mountains, one after another, 
and according to their elevation, took on the same glow- 
ing tint, which continuing to ascend as the sun went 
down, gradually invested the side of Mont Blanc, and at 
last, like a golden diadem, settled upon his head. Of the 
beauty of the scene which followed, wo feel it impossible 
to convey any adequate idea ; and must apologize for 
having attempted to describe scenes, which only lose by 
description, and impress every writer with a deep and 
humiliating consideration of his own inefficiency. To 
all who have been actual spectators of these phenomena, 
description will necessarily appear irksome and unsatis- 
factory ; but for the sake of qui- untravelled readers, we 
have ventured to record first hiiprcssiom, x>n crossing rtre- 
Joha, and if these have been sketched but faintly, they 
haye, so far as they go, been sketched with fidelity." 
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ITasttliou viewed St. Gothard's cliff, 
Where lh' awful avalanches ride, 

Hast thou, as a light wing'cl skiff, 
Seen the dread lavanges glide ? 

Hast thou ever marked a stranger 
O'er the bast-less fabric stray ; 

Heedless of the threat'nintr danger 
Hast thou, seen him urge his way? 

Has thy bosom felt a glow, 

Mixed with transport, pain, and fear ? 
Hast thou felt a pleasing wo? 

HasL thou shed a silent tear ? 

TUcohhed not high your trembling heart, 
.While you viewed the awful scene; 

Did young hope a ray impart, 
Did not terror intervene ? 

Thus through fancy's vista gazing, 
Youth beholds a prospect fair ; 

Pleasure's brightest phantoms blazing, 
Show the vision beauteous rare. 

Soon upon the basele.s scene 
Care obtrudes his haggard form, 

Bends the breast with anguish keen, 
Late in ecstacy so warm. 

Fear its every terror lending, 
Still we view the wanderer stray, 

Yet fond Hope, in pity bending, 
With its halo gilda the way. 

H. 



RF.COLL'ECTIONS. 

It was a lovely night in the. summer of 1'833, when 

the splendid frigate, M , homeward bound, having 

passed the long ship's-Iight, and with a ra't'tling breeze 
was fast closing the Lizard, that as merry a set as ever 
formed a mess, were enjoying themselves together; 
and, although all felt lv.vppy at the prospect of soph 
meeting the warm and affectionate welcomes of their 
dearest connexions and friends, unseen for years, .ytt 
there was visible on all a look of sorrowing gloom at tfte 
idea of being so shortly to separate fr'd'm each other, 
perhaps for ever. ■,,.,,., ' j. 

" Ned, my old fellow" said one, '• ffon^t forget to let 
me knowwhen you're shipped ^airi.''. ; . ■ ... ... , 

" And Bill, my boy," s&id aoolneH who had p'e'en tlie life 
of our in ess, *' I wish the ahl M-—— had three years 
more of it," Even poor JPet'er Pillbox, our assistant- 
s'urieoir, who. foV his ferioushess and eccentricity, had 
'been the butt of \A all, eoiild not suppress a starting 

tear. ...... 

At the first glimmering of day, the boatswain's whistle 
sounded shrilly through the ship; while the hoarse calls 
of starboard and larboard-watch, shake reefsout of top- 
gallant-sails—rig out studding-sail-booms— idlers, wash 

decks, &c„ made all alive. The M , with a fine 

leading wind, bowled along at a splendid rate ; and early 
in the day we rounded Rani's-head, passing mount Edge- 
cumb, and came to anchor under the lee of the magnifi- 
cent break-water, which forms the entrance to Plymouth 
sound. . ■ 

All obstacles of detention being removed, I made a 
start in the Brunswick steamer, for Portsmouth, and 
joined my old uncle's and aunt's family circle, being re- 
ceived with the most affectionate cordiality. The old 
gentleman had always a parental fondness for me, having 
passed with him the earliest years of my life, and I felt 
quite indigenous to a home where 1 had spent such happy 
times ; although, I confess, that for Paddy-land, my na 
tive country, I had a far warmer regard. Days and 
weeks passed on in uninterrupted rounds of pleasure. 
My cousins were constantly planing parties to the is- 
land, pic-nics' to Ab--e»«rire> which, with the lots of pretty 
girts the life of a sailor on shore, the tune passed most 
delightfully. Ob, how happy was I then 1 free from cate, 
and with a heart as free, I laughed and joked with all, 



